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As you might well have expected, herc is R eBNET T eI N - P50 | By 1| SO SO
CRY, a FenDen Publication, extrudes itself from the Sign of the Bluc Gestetner at
recgular monthly intervals. Missent copies are returned to Box 92, 920 3rd Ave,
Scattle 4, Wash, and we arc stuck with the return postage. CRY is available from tilis
address for 25¢ per copy, 5/%1 or 12/%2 or for frce if the issue contains a lottgy
or contribution from you, or a review of your zine. Sorry, no tradecs, for reasons
stated by Toskey to Gerber in the lettcrcol. (And, Les, in joking it up about Tosk's
system as Circ—&-lilg Dep't, I did not mecan to scoff anyonc off. That job is a lot pf
work, on a zinc like the CRYj3; .Tosk does it each and every month, for frec and for very
Tittle credit, it seems. Vhile I feel that trades arc desirable in some ways, I also

n

"focl: that Tosk has a right to usc his own systcm as long as he's doing the work., I'm

not in a position to do thec job, and neither arc the rest of us. All clcar now?)
For our fricnds in the UK, John Berry rcprescents the CRY and acccpts subs at 1/9

S PETECO By 5! DOE alkies A JPstan 14/-. Oh surcly you have John's address. (31 Campbell

' . : Park Ave, Belmont,
Let!'s get on to the vital matter of the Contents, shall we? Belfast, W. Iroland?)

COVER by ATom, dcpicting faan assuring CRY of his support to thc Berry Fund: pagec 1

All sorts of Unprcdictablc Stuff F M Busby 3
The S-F Ticld Plowcd Under : Renfrew Pemberton o s
Fandom. Decnied - (A Sops Fablc #3) John Berry £70
" High CRYtcria : leslic Gatber 15
CRYing Over Bent Staples Rich Brown & Bob Lichtman 16
Scicnce-Fiction Forever! (part 3) I Mortimcr Cox 20
A CRYhack is What I Want To Be ! Brucc Peclz 23
The Risc and Fall of .. Permount V Len Moffatt 24
Mhinutcs Wally Veber : 28
What's the Point ? sl oF . Sharp : 3C
CRY of the Rcadors, conductcd by Elinor Busby and with added commcnts by
"~ Assistant Profcssor Burnctt R Toskcy 2
'o.and we also heard from" Dop't Elinor 45

IntoLlor arts Adklns 24, ATom 18 38 Brycr 34, Framson 31 42SSRuCdn 61,

- _— — -— — — -_— - - — e - -— — — s

Announcements: Berry Tund 4 23, TAFF 6 Dctention 9 23 ?Ff%gg anqém 9, Lanoyalnc Oa

Stcneil-cutting this times Elinor 22, Tosk 13, Buz 8, Wally 2, Cover-hcading Multi-

graphed by Toskcy. Gostctning by Tosk, aidecd by Wally and poss1b1y Otto i1f he hoals.

"Best of Fandom 1958Y: 7 52, Guy Tprw111vgor, 1412 Albright St, Beisc, Idaho.

- — —_— -- s iz p— - P -_— — — pa— -— — - -— -_— -— — -_— —_— -— -— - -

CRY; thc fanzine most in nccd of a good girdlc, is looking into thc faccs™ oT
somc alternate Incvitable Changes. Herc is the 4th 45-page issuc in a row; wc had a-
momcnt of illusory clation when it looked as if this fssuc might be held to 41 pages,
but sobcrcd at uncovering somc carlicr-cut, forgottcn stcncils, It's Too lMuch.

Yhat to do? Grantcd that we could stranglc Pemberton (over my dead body), reject
Berry, Cox, & Moffatt, and put cvcrybody in the "..also hcard from" scction (only just
have a look at it, this time), but it's hardly practical, We could also fold thc CRY,
but nonc of us rcally wants to. DBut we can't go on indefinitcly month aftcr month
just barcly kcecping the zinc dowm to a size that is rather burdensome alrcady. s

lc've thought of going bi-monthly, publishing at the first of cven-numbercd
months,; starting cithcer following the Junc, or thc Dccember issuc. This would allow
printing morc of thc lectters (and thc UKfen could appcar morc promptly), simnce the
pagc-1imit would be upped into the 50's.  The revicw columns would be lengthicr, butb
other material should run about tho samc cxcept that rccently-missing items would be
morc apt to makc cach isSuC... sSub-rates arc as yct an open ‘quostion, but Baby o't
be I'ifty for a whllc ypt for surc. UWcll, just thought I*'d let you in on somc of the
thinking around these cnvirons, in hopcs of constructive commcent and all that. Coing

bi-monthly docs sccm to bc the best idca, to datc, Whati's your oplnlon?° o 4 “J



and on page ==4== begins it
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with Renfrew; your host; conducting.

Doggone Satellite and its New Monthly Large Size, anyhow; all it does around
here is get lost in the various piles of fanzines, grocery—store zines (the wife's),
True, The American Dachshund, newspapers, the ATEE Jourral, and the issue of Dude
with the pics of Trina Costello., A pox-on the New Monthly Large Size, & a murrain.
2 At 64 pages plus covers, Satellite runs a little light on fiction, especially
new fictions 31 pages of new fiction, 11 of reprint fiction, and 22 (plus covers)
of other material. It must be noted that a page of Satellite carries about twice

“the wordage of a digest~sized page; so consider the above breakdown as equal to 62,
22, and 44 pages respectively, of a 128-page digest zine-- it's still too skimpy on
stories; for my taste,

Poul Anderson's leadpiece, ""Sister Planet", starts out very entertainingly with
interplay between Harthmen and cetaceous Venusians, snarls up on the possibility of
re-engineering the chemistry of Venus to suit us but wipe out the locals, and winds
up with a shock ending that shocks better than it convinces me that it'd work., Hmm,
this one is an expansion of Simak's "Tools", come to think of it, but Poul ran into
trouble with the square-cube law on the expansion.

Dickson's "E Gubling Dow" is one of those cryptic studies of people under
mutual stress, in which the stfnal strain could be replaced by something entirely
foreign to s—f without material damage to the plot or its equivocal outcome,

Best all-around story here is Bob Silverberg's "Appropriation': we have a
Cultural Mission on a planet of emotionally-empathic natives who have become highly
dependent on us. This mission is to be pulled out, we hear, from lack of funds,

But the natives are most apt to go off the deep end, if we do. Problem is well sct-
up, and the logic of the kicker is remorseless.

Reprints: Merritt's "Woman of the Wood" is~- well, the trees are really people,
after a fashion, and they are Menaced, and our hero is sucked in to help., TIt'!'s all
very dramatic and mystical, but the way things turn out, why did the trees need the
human at all? To provide dramatic contrast and a leading character, only, for the
readers. But then; I was never a Weird Tales fan. "

Weinbaum's short-short "Graph" is ingenious, especially considering that it was
written at least 25 ycars ago, when its theory was not widespread knowledge.

Weinbaum is Moskowitz' subject for eulogy this issue, and a deserving one (but
T wish he would just once pull a dk and review a less-than-great, and -£ittithigly ™

Don Glassman tells how Albert Robida (1848—19267 was a better Predictor than
Gernsback. Bllery Lanier norates as how hyperspace would frighten us, yes.

The Dear-Editor-I-Love-You lettercol manages to be dull and goshwow at the
same time (hey, Vic Ryan; did your letter appear in full, or was it cut to suit?)

Too bad, but this is nowhere near up to the average of the digest-sized issues.
They weren't alway.s the greatest; but they packed more meat., I suppose it's a

~calculated risk, going after a brand-new off-the-stands readership.

Future for June is off the 3-color miniature—cuts cover system, and presents a
- TMinlay nude—with—-butterflies in enough colors to satisfy one and all, I hope.

"Love and the Stars—- Today" (Kate Wilhelm) considers the futility of an over-
populated automated world, and a guy who's had it Up To Here. I can't say that the
Note of Hope really holds together under close scrutiny. but it's a fair try.

"Signs of the Times", by Brent Howell, is a real howéllerg has to do with the
defining of freedom by the "Positive'' means of specifying what is permissible-— it's
an+old Prussian custom, youngsters. By injecting a recalcitrant returned-spaceman
into the situation—— an ingenious recalcitrant returned-spaceman—— it giffs-fun'n'
cames. (bet you didn't .think I could spell “recalcitrant" twice in a row like that)

From Florida and from Alaska, send the loot to Nick Falasca: Berry to the Detentioni

A1l donations should arrive at Five-Six-Onc-Two Tarwick Drive: (Parma 29, Ohio)....



((and to the strains of "Winin! Boy", played and sung by Ilmer Perdue, we enter
page ==H==

"Obey That Impulse!' (by Larry Harris, and still in the June Future)z this is
pretty slight for a cover storyj; which came first, I wonder? The girl member of the
scout-ship's crew is a snappish sort, always picking on the guy in charge of the
trained butterflies who do the work-- yes, I said trained butterflies; who's writing
thisy, you or me? Well, it makes a nice cover-pic, anyway...

Frank Belknap Long's "Flame of Life" is more like his oldtime turn-the-Universe—
wrongside-out style than I've seen for years. Using the elderly gimmick of man
c~h-a-n-g-e-d by cosmic rays,; Long varies between truly poctic writing and a certain
proportion of corn in describing the effgcts.... oh, for Pete'sake now I see the
1939 copyright-notice, at the end; no wonder it read like old times,

T H Mathieu's "Survival in Parallel™ does indeed run two parallel stories to a
common conclusion: (l)mother of mutant child confronted with killer-mob in 1984ish
world, and (2)primitive proto-mammal mother with cubs, in dinosaur~fight arena. It
is all brought up to a Moral, finally, but is confusing for a while there.

Don Vlestlake's 'And Then He 'lent Away" is a Time-fugitive piece with a bit of
a different kicker, which really saves it.

Tom Scortia has the 3rd and final part of his series of "Race Into Space'
articles, This one deals with ion-drives, photon-sailing, and various ideas on
atomic drives. This has been an interesting and informative series.

The lettercol winds up a discussion between Californian Richard Kyle and
editor IAVL, dealing with the nature of the universe and the existence (or not) of
the supernatural. RAWL signs it off by printing R Kyle's presentation and then
very fairly pointing out that the disagreement is not a nit-piclting oney, but one of

basic beliefs, hardly subject to adequate coverage in a lettercol even if the rest’

of the readership werc not to be considered. 4iside from the religious motif, how-
ever, I'd have liked to see the Fred Hoyle theory of Continuous Creation thrown
into the discussion, just to sec the color of the resultant bubbles.

-Science-Fantasy is one of the Britizincs I'd subscribe to, nowg if it ceasecd
appearing on the stands (Nebula is another; I'm not decided on New Worlds as yet).

Lead novel for ApriI—C¥§27 is John Brunner's "The Whole Mdﬁﬁj-sequel to "City
of the Tiger" a bit ago. Telecpath Gerald Howson is revealed as not only a dwarf
but also a hemophiliac slow-healing distorted cripple; the story deals with his
situation as a human being, as well as a telepath. This is a Good Piece.

John Rackham's ‘Nulook" (no, not an Eskimo) is one of the more deadpan polished
renultions of the Brilliant Iuvention that Backfires. With chuckles.

"The Lady Was Jazz", by John Kippax, is a literally-meant title for a fantasy
pifiee 3 Mihi s i's net. gui-te iny st cingeit brew, though good for those who dig it.

Geo Whitley's '"Can Do™ is a quickie Unknown--type spoof. Recommended.

In Are You an Android?"., Brian W Aldiss writes one of the best bits of fan—
fiction (no, not faaanfiction) that I've seen in some time. It's really choice; &
if I'd scen it in a fanzine I'd've flipped over it on the first reading. As is, T
flipsfor it at this writing, but,only .after realizing that there has developed a
difference between what goes greatest in progines and fangines. Oh welle—— Just lay
it to a Pembertonian idiosyncracy, and enjoy this Aldiss jokers OK?

'The Diagnoser", by Ldward Mackin: Hek Belov, "the world's foremost cybernetic—
ist", appcars to be an impoverished, British, first-person Galloway Gallegher, only
with worse luck, I assurc you that the comparison is complimentary in both direcdt—
ions, as far as it's valid. 74 This bi-monthly zine is $2.50/yr from Nova Publicat—
ions Ltd, Maclaren House, 131 Great Suffolk St, London S E 1, Bngland (same as New

Yorlds and SFA; but less addicted to reprints, and NW is monthly & so priced).

I get the impression that some of you folks are still rcading other types of
material besides prozines or even fanzines; I sometimes have that troubley, myself.
For instance, there's Jules Feiffer's "Passionella, and other stories", published
by lMcGraw-Hill for §#1l.75—- I'11l bet a lot of you are digging that one the most.



((and cavorting; here on page ==6==, over the fence into the pasture, like))

Some. of you may have cven bought it, as I did, being overawed by the lordly clerks
and lacking confidence in your shoplifting techniques,; even as I. TWell, console
yourselves—— you got yourselves a bargain.

Amazing, lMay: leadoff is a translation of some Russian stf, "Initiative™, by
Boris & Arkady Strugatski. Tor some recason, I cxpected a wooden sort of thing when
I saw the blurb, but not so—— there's no way to assign credit to authors or to the
twanslator, from here, but the published product is a Good Thing. The sequences
written from the viewpoint of the robot-with-~curiosity are very well done, and the:
Nexplanation" comes out to be (on purposc?) a sort of parable on the consequences
inherent in a robot (or maybe a human?) who can react outside the bounds of pre-sect
directives. I wonder just who was kidding whom, here.... . '

‘Wiunter Patrol" (Piper-}McGuire) is a heavy-action version of the Time Circle.
Except that the ending indicates that maybe it's a Spiral, instecad. Intcresting,
in its implications, though dragged by the Overthrow—-the-Dictator plot.

"Martian VFW", by G L Vandenburg, is tritest camouflaged-invasion, and shows.

Bertram Chandler's “Wet Paint" (a Rim Worlds tale) mixes Psi and Mystery and
Fenace and Love-hicross—the Ages pretty well, but blurs a bit at the edges, to mc.

Barlan Ellison and Joe L Hensley have a nice piece in heres "Visionary", in
which we have a look at the proposition (again) that there is a lot more to the
human race than generally appears, but it's going to take some digging...

The conclusion of Doc Smith's "The Galaxy Primes" recads better than did parts
I & II, which hints that the fragmentary delineation I've been bitching about is
quite possibly the result of heavy cditing. 4 lot of stuff shapes up here in Part
3, indicating thet while this probably isn't 'the all-time Best of EESmith, it might
pay to wagt for a book-cdition before maliing with the heavy criticism too much...

Nebula #37 (4pr)s Mostly, as you know by now, this zince has it for me. Not so
much, though, with Rob't Presslie's "Pariah",; a SatiivcPostish bit on a guy who 3cius
super-irradiated in planting a small bomb in an Atomic Development Station, and then
Menaces a Station-—employec's family with his sheer radioactivity, all-unknowing,; for
most’ of the tale. This resort to Formula is a letdovm.

“The Pruth!" (& R James) is a tough-situation picce with a neat grim touch that
kingpins the tale. ¥First time I've sccn this particular gimmick used, ‘tooy oh, it
might bc said to derive from an carly Bestecrtale, in part, but the usc is original.

Bob Silverberg's "House Divided" deals with Earthmen, natives, and minority
of dissident natives getting poor deal (oops, it's not 2 "minority" piece as S AL
The development and conclusions are uncxpected and the sort of thing I e 5+

“Infiltration® (Mark Patrick) is tricky; most of the way, it looks like the
most routinc robots'-~recvolt imaginable,; but luckily this is not the truc picturc...

John Fippax, this time, has "Thy Rod and Thy Staffi. The gimmick, that it
doosn't always pay to hold the drop on the alien natives, has becen done a timec or
two before, but Kippax does a nice job on SIS GRG0 OF

sifhe Lords of Creation', by Philip High, is the Long Bit, here: based on fan'
inecxplicable wild variation in physical laws and the eficcts on us (variable grovity
and ctec), this story prcdicates a no—qucstions dictatorship to kecp us from asliing

. oursclves stupid questions about these weird things (I gucss); and the usual rcbel

‘being venVogted out of the supprossed culturc, with his head held underneath his

~-arm, and all, - There is an Overall Punchline, though not sc new as might be. .
& " FPorrest J Ackerman is a nice guy, but Monster Movies thrill me not at all,

ialt Willis! "Pancramat column this time is a Willis Factual Article dealing
wish- Tanes Whitc, Impeccable Dirty Pro-- oh, I just plain love thesc deals of Talt!s.
ebula subs are &4/yr (monthly) from Peter Hamilton, 159 Crovmpoint iioad;
Glasgow S B, Scotland. That's my sccond listing of the address, andall for awhilc.

TAFF moncys (att'n Con-bidding Pitisburgh group, who scnt theilr donation to‘mg) g0
to Bob Madle, 3608 Carolinc Avce, Indianapolis 18, Indiana, T Carr for TAFF, li.c.

-0
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((another day, another pagec, such as ==7== ))

Addendum on Nebula: ATom is spreading out, here; with threc interior illocs
besides a cartoon and thc bacover. Hope cnough faans arc seeing Nebula that ATom
picks up a goodly numbcr of Hugo nominations, on tlse ballots we and many othcrs
have circulated. Sent yours in yct, by the way? (#38)

And Nebula promises the Bob Madle column for next time/rather than #39. -

Add Faanish Curses: '"May your very favorite prozinc be edited by damon knightl"
No adverse reflection on the talcnts of dk, of course—— it's only that dk-cdited .
zines go 3 issues and are then folded; the distributors, 'tis said, had thc blood
of Worlds Beyond,; while gencral trends did for IF (which now, coming finally to the
point of this paragraph, recappcars Under New Managcmcnt).

Edited by H L Gold and with Frcd Pohl as Featurc %ditor, If switches to the
odd-numbcred months and will alternate with Galaxy. This July 1959 issue (the last
vas Feb) continues the If layout rather than changing to a Galaxy format-- a wisc
move in retaining indifzauality for the two zincs rather than going for the intecr—
changeability of SS/TWS or AS/FA of past yoars, : :

5 The Feb-ish was Vol.9, No.2; this new onc is Vol.8, No.6; any more questions?

I supposc that this and thc next couple of issucs will contain a mixturc of
the purchases of Quinn and knight, as well as Gold'sy; it will take a while for the
zine to reflect fully the results of the latest change of editors. We'll sce... -

"Growing Scason®, an FLWallace novelct, is anothcr good Wallace fast-action &
suspensc talc with a typical kicker to raise it above the level of the straight-
Action variety; Wallacc never cnds with a simple "o won", thank heavens, ,

Rosel Gecorge Brown's 'Car Pool" brings the feminine view(s) of encountered
aliens to a down-to-earth focus against a togetherness—saturated background. This
gal does a fine job on pcople, warm or biting as thc ococasion demands. (Novelot,)

‘Philip Dick's novelet, "Rccall Mechanism", is a shocker with definitc lcanings
toward the Padgett Touch-- phobia, forcboding, ctc. The last page, however, is an
attempt at a crowning wry touch which doesn't quite comc off. Better the author

had closcd with onc masterful sentence when the votes were all in, Far better.

Six shorts; ranging from Avram Davidson's craftsmanlike "The Ogre'", through:
"Never In A Thousand Ycars'™ (Hynno_Whitcford, Sharpic-outSharped by body—swap)——
"Sitting Duck" (Dan Galouyc's duck-shooting farm, and we're the ducks)—-
"Mutinecer" (Rob't J Shea, with the poor man's "Gunner Cade")—— and
"A Life and a Half" (Paul Flchr, with 'a very thin bit of future nostalgia)-- to
Jim Harmon's "Baker's Dozecns'!; a Schoenfcld~like whimsey on the "No, in recality,
I am the Maslked liarvel” vein, Betcha the 4 in the middle arc Quinn leftovers, but
thc 3 novelets plus Davidson and Harmon make this a worthwhile issuec. -

Looks from hcre as if the'theme of the new scrial in Astounding is cxactly the
samc as that of the last onc. The charactcrization, setting, and -action are quitc
different; though: Gordon Dickson's "Dorsail' is not the comedy of crrors that
Leinster's "Pirates of Ersatz' was, for onc thing. But in both cases we have The
Young Man Who Has A Little Morc On The Ball, adrift in the big, big galaxy. Donal
Graeme is of a planet of Mercenary Soldiers, and hc is Different.  The Differcnce
could simply be laid to superior intelligence, but it consists (so-far) of bettor
obscrvation and perception of rclationships, and a logical faculty verging on the
intuitive, coupled with a high pcrsonal Drive. Not too divergent from Leinster's
protagonist,; though perhaps speclled-out in morec dectail for so carly in the piecc,
Well, the theme is certainly not an casily-cxhausted one; having been deservedly”
popular for.some centuries, and I'expect iHot e ntjoyasilh om sas RSl S IS VAN s iSeaiite SFarils

Novelets: David Gordon's "Cum Grano Salis'" is a wecll-donc p-oblem picce along
the linos of the Doc Winter medicopuzzles, but the content is a bit slight for the
length, and the solution too simple after we were led to cxpect complexity.

"Operation Haystack" (Frank Herbert) is finc on the hunt for a centurics-old
subversive underground movemcent and its solution, but carrics all the hybrid vigor
of Ycllow Bantam vihen it comes up with the romantic angle, unfortunatcly.

((00PS~- cover on If is Ly Johnnic Pederson, who has appearcd on Qutsiders))



((and here we are, Astoundingly, on page ==8== ))

"Hox", by Larry Harris, has a fascinating gimmick, a Decar Kindly Social Worker
(gec, Officer Krupke!) with morc psi than judgment. The foreboding-type cnding is
a little too New Yorkerishly opcn-cnded for my taste, yct not in a fashion that
would take smoothly to a sequel, Unrecalizcd Potential is my sad chorus, hcre,

;- Shortss Roger Kuykcendall's '"UWle Didn't Do Anything Wrong, Hardly' is light fare
concerning kids who build a spaccship that works, and is mostly enjoyable for the
adroit way thc author keceps his narrator strictly in-charactcr.

: Gecorge O Smith can't male up his mind whether to clovm it up or play it straight
in "History Recpeats', a titlec-clued item that proves that Pcople Arec Better (this
timc) because of teaming-up with dogs (a la Simak, somowhat). Out of practice, Goo?

Philip Latham's "Disturbing Sun is a pretty-nothing piccc in intcrvicw form,
to thc cffcct that Bvil In Man is the rcsult of solar activity. Ilaybe truc, though,

Sky Killer's cxcellent rcviews, a sercon "Brass Tacks'"; and JWCjr's pitch tha
psi isn't for lotus-caters Dbut prob'ly morc work than Vork is, round out an issuc
that was ncarly 100% enjoycd here at first reading, nit-picking to the contrary.

Two zines barely made it in under the wire, while Satellite (June) has not yct
shown, here. So, New Worlds (Apr): Part 2 of Maine's "Count-Down" conserves four of
the original characters for the Conclusion; Chas killed 3 in Part 1 but only one
this time, having started with eight and perhaps regretting his earlier prodigality.
We have hints that the members of this island-isolated research team are killing
each other under Mind Influence from the Alien Artifact, but bedammt if I can see
where any really choice windup can arise in this tale. Maine seems to have written
himself into a corner from which only a real masterpiece of illogic can possibly
extricate him. But then, that's one of his strong points...

Colin Kapp'!s lead novelet, '"Survival Problem" is also an all-out suspense-—piece,
which strikes me as overbalancing the issue in that-direction. This appears to be
the sequel to at least one previous story, and (to me) suffers from being read fcold"
by itself. Some interesting background hints and skeletal characterization, which
probably also depends on having seen the earlier piece, for best effect,

Three shorts: Alan Barclay's "The Silver Moods'" is a Lure-of-far-worlds bit
which apparently is much less routine for the author than to this hardened reader,
Brian Aldiss! "The Other One" is a Mind-Worlds swspense job; well done, but what
was I saying about Editorial Balance? Robert Presslie's '"Confession 1s Good" is a
cross between "I, Robot" and "Born of Man and Woman', a rather remarkable heritage
when you stop to think of it. Like, Poor Frankensein... Good enough issue as far
as quality of individual items, mostly;-but the Maine serial would meke it advisable
to go easier on Taut Susperse in the other selections, I'd say. And have,

F & S F, June, showed up in yesterday's mail with little regard to our publish-
ing schedule, but that's the breaks. James Blish has a inovelet" entitled "This
Tarth of Hours" which is just a bit too obviously the first section of a projected
book. Goes along Juite interestingly;'but with the background insufficiently laid
out for a complete story, and chops off so abruptly that one fecels there must have
been a ''cont'd next month" intended., No point in synopsizing this plot-fragment.

Oh yeh: Blish is using fan-names again, a little—— but by his own system, he goofs:
it should have been Bar-Rob 4-Brown, I believe, rather than Bar-Rob 4-Agberg.

Kirdly old Doctor Asimov (the Sane Scientist) hypothesizes keenly as to whai
it would be like to live on a planet in the Centauri system (two suns, and all iy &
comes up with a truly croggling tie-in to Greek mythology.

T think Phil Farmer feels that a story should never end,; but should just go on
and on..., I hope that someday he gets to write and publish the lengthy piece that
appears to be his itrue forte. In "The Alley lMan', Tarmer does a fascinating thing
concerning a hulking junkman convinced that he is the last remaining fullblooded
nRealFolker" (Neanderthal), complete with a History and enough differences in out--
look and physigue to lend credence to his claims. This is a Real Ripe One,; about
as earthy as you can get in a family magazine; Farmer likes to get right down to twhe
guts of things, and so does his 0ld Man Paley. But Farmer has a hard time ending a



==0==

tale like this, that he's enjoying writing and is well dug-intoj; he really has to
nail it dowm and walk away leaving a lot of things unexplored. Or so it seems.

Kenn Rolf's '"Satellite Trails'" is a short diagrammed article showing how the
torbits" of a satellite can look quite different from a point on Earth than when
viewed from space., Having had some discussions on these things dowm at the office
a few months ago, I enjoyed sceing some of these variations spelled out,

And six shorter stories: Lee Sutton's '"Soul Mate" squanders the piquant theme
of a "wide—open two-way" (involuntary) on another one of those '"He Doomed Himself"
endings, although admittedly it's an original variation.

"About Venus, Morc or Less'" (Claud Cockburn) is a Punch reprint, and fun.

Josef Betger's '"Maybe We Got Something'" was, aceording to the blurb, written
23 years agé. Today,; it seems too fragmentary for the Field-- more mainstream.

"The Hero Equation'", by Robert Arthur, reprinted from a 1941 pulp, is sort
of a litorate version of Pete Manx.

Chas Finney's "The Towan's Curse" is a hex-variant and not my stick of pot.

YProduction Problem', by Rob't F Young, is a vignette that leads me to admire
this writer; others have'paddod less theme into noveletss Sharpy; too.

Except for undue catering to Blish's recently-developed fetish for mia Lt sl
usage of every word he writes (he's been padding-up his. old novelets to booklength,
andlnow he foists a book-fragment off as a novelet), this is mostly a good issue.

I would gladly speak:to you at greater length concerning all sorts of trivia,
but the editors ' need some space in which to promote Good Causeés, —==R,P,

e = = = — = = = - -
— S - = s = o= = — = —_— = - = -— = - = —_ = -

HAVE -YOU JOINED:THE DETENTION YET? "Detroit Is Fine In '59",; but our ever-lovin'
Gon ‘Committee needs to see a lot more of those good old advance-memberships come
poppin' in, Don't wait around and figure on paying your two bucks if and when you
get :there, because that makes a hardship on the Committee, who have to cough up for
quite a number of things (like maybe $400 for the Hugo Awards) right about nows
Your checks for §2 (made out to James Broderick, and addressed to 12011 Kilbourne
Strect, Detroit 13, Michigan) will do a lot of good right now; why not write-that
check and address that envelope and lick that stamp #ﬂﬁ/ﬁﬁ{#/ﬂﬁ#ﬁ/ﬁ#zﬁ (oops, sorry,
I “got carried away, therec) and get the two bucks in the mail and feel much better -
about the whole thing? You'll be helping thc Convention gct off’ the tgrounds you!ll
get on the Mailing List for the Progress Reports and Convention Program Book; and
you'!ll be able to read these appeals with a smug fecllng of righteousness and good
cheer instead of with your consciencg nagging you as it is at this moment. 0K??

— = _— e = — = -— = — — —_— = — = -_— e - = — = —_— = — = — =

FIRST FANDOM IS NOT DEAD! In fact, First Fandom, a recently—brdanized group with
founders and officers and everythlng, is canvassing for legitimate bonafide membo;s.
Anyonc who: f'participated in conventions; corresponded; collccted; publlshed, wrote
for, or subscribed to a fanzinej; belonged to a local or national fan club, etc“
prior to Jan 1,°1938, is urged to get in touch with Don Ford, “Box 19—T RR#Zl
Lovecland, Ohlo, with a view to membership in First Fandom (foundors are Bob iMadle,
Don Ford, Lynh Hickman, C L Barrcit, MD, Dale Tarr, and Lou Tabakow) .

Flrst ‘Fandom -is a fun-slanted organlzatlon which will attempt to bring as -many
old-timers as possible Pack to both the conventions and the publishivig field. ‘Dues:
will be $1 per year, which will finance a club bulletin including an up=to-date
roster to allow members to ‘get back in touch with old friends, many of whom have
ncver left the field. ((This is condensed from a better-writton page sent us by
Lynn Hickman, Apologlos, Lynn, for not belng able to spare a full page just now.))

E TOUNER LANDY is “The Stormy Pctrol” rcfcrrcd to by that tltlo as used by
Torry Carr for a oneshot zine to be distributed in FAPA. Some copies of this 30~
page (approx) zine arc available for 25¢: WRoisler cover, TCarr introduction, and
articles on FTLancy by Charles Burbee, Robert Bloch, Harry VWarner, and Jack Specr.
like, get it. ((Also, firsthand rumor is that Ron Bllik will produce the Sccond
Prlntlng of "The Incompleat Burbee! shortlyo This one, of course, is a must...))
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The two BNF's sat on high stools at the bar of the CONTINENTAL night club. In front of each
was a glass of brandy. Tpe fair-haired one opened a packet of Camels and offered it.

“Thanks, Jim," said the other, tapping the end of the cigarette and pushing it. pensively
between his lipse "It can be done, you know."

“I'm equally certain that it is impossible," Jim replied, holding the wide-bowled brandy
glass in his left hand and swirling the contents round gently, "in fact, I'd put cold hard cash
on the deal. You see, the way I see it, although it would undoubtedly be possible to instill a
considerable amount of specialized knowledge into the mind of the individual, there is a common
denominator of something extra special which us BNF's have and which is essential for the status.

‘1 mean, you can have a fan of high intelligence and clever writing technique, and maybe all the
practical equipment and money to launch a first class fanzine, but vhat happens if the fan hasn'y
got that extra something which stamps us BNF's out in a crowd. Look at Robertson's STRIKE ONE.
Now that was a good fanzine....he had BJO as staff artist, and even persuaded Leman to write for
*him....and yet, notwithstanding the fact that he had professional technicolour front covers, he
_ only came ninth in the last FANAC ballot. Then look at Broderick. His fanzine FLIPPIT is stuck
together any old way, he ghost writes a lot of his stuff, and isn't too particular about his illos.
Right enough he had -that Bosh serial, but overall, one couldn't really say the contents were up
to BNF standarde...and by his own admission, his circulation isn't one hundred. Yet he comes
second in the poll, after PROFANITY, and the common rabble of fans follow him about everyvhere,
asking for his autograph and asking, even pleading with him to make one of his witty remarks.
That man is a BNF, because he has what it tekes, that undefinable something. Yet Robertson, with
everything in his favour, is just another faned. I tell you, it cannot be done, Frank." ;
Frank allowed 'smoke to trickle from his nostrils.

"I beg to differ, Jim, but I've given the subject a great deal of thought this last week. I =

say not only that it can be done, but I'm going to do it. Spall we say for a hundred dollar
side bet, and whoever wins pays the others SAPS dues for the next ten years?" '

They clasped hands to seal the wager.

"Now we come to that practical side of it," said Jim. "How do we choose the subject? How
much time do you want to experiment? uhen are you going to put him to the test? And...?"

Frank drained his glass, and licked his lips.

"Mhe Oroville Convention starts next week, doesn't it% I suggest that we both go to it.

' You can select the specimen for me,..and make it has hopeless as you like. Say a neo who's had
material rejected by Gerber end who swears by Silverberg, end whose last issue drove Pemberton
to using that HANA word. Point that neo cut to me, end I guarantee that in a year I'11 make him
a BNF." :

: Jim looked at his reflection in the bar mirror opposite. He smiled inscrutably.

The 1964 iorld Convention at Oroville was famous (or notorious) for several reasons. lMetzger
had gone to considerable expense to put the place on the map, as it vere, and introduced several
novel ideas for the TAFF ballot, one of which, a Pyjama Party in GM'Carr's hotel bedroom,. brought
out the Texas Rangers. That's history, enywvay. From the point of view of this narrative, one
incident above all the others stands out alone. k

"= The two BNF's, Jim Brussle and Frank Klyburn, met at the bar (they always seemed to meet at
bars) of the Conhotel on the evening of the third day of the Convention.

" hope you haven't forgotten our wager?" said Jim. '"You said you could turn out a BNI' in
one year from now, end I supply the raw material?"

-

Frank emiled, leaned over to his left, autographed a menu card for Arv Underman, and turned LB

td face Brussle.
"I suggest we go out into the convention hall, and you can select the rawest neo of the ~



whole bunch; end in twelve mcnths, at thie next SiPSCon in fact, I'1l have him regarded in the
same cabegory as Terwilliger." :

“T've already chosen someone," grinned Brussle. ''Shall we go?"

They left the high stool, and Kiyburn motioned to Underman to pay the barman.

The Fancy Dress Parade was in full swing in the hall. Most of the crowd were applauding
BJO, w?ere she was seated on a rostrum dressed(or undressed)'as VenuS(not the planet, the Grecian
statue). 3 : :

The two BNF's pauseéd just to lét it be known that they too favoured BJO for first prize, and
then Brussle led the way through the milling throng (which ‘opened respectfully to let them pass)
to the far end of the hall, where several fans were sprawled about, most of them drunk. s

Cne individual alone provided the magnet for Brussle.

tThai's him," he whispered to Frank out of the corner of his mouth, "the one with the clean
white shirt and pimply face, clutching the Captain lMarvel comic."

Klybura gasped, and sank to the nearest chair.

"Oh Jeeze, Jim," he said, and his voice was rather hoarse, "I hoped you'd never spot that.
Oh well, & wager is a wager, and it'll provide good material for a chapter in my memoirs,

%hat's his name?" : . : : ‘ D

"Fletcher Speethorpe,' Brussle told him, "aged seventeen....too young for a BNF anyway....
and he comes from Council Bluffs, Iowa. Good luck, bhoy. See you next year....and..er, may as
well send that SAPS money nowf" '

Klyburn went over and sat down by the boy. .
“I'm Klyburn," he said casually, but allowing a subtle pause to creep in before continuing.

=5 "You.been & fan long?"

. "Neno siry" said the toy. "I wonder, - I wonder would yoh_autpgraph my Fransbn Mgnuscript
" for me...end could I piease sub to your fangine CARBUNKLE?...and do you mind if Is..e?

“Plenty of time," smiled Klyburn. "Tell mey kid, have you ever had ‘anything published yet
vi..0r started your owh fanzine?" . J

“No sir," the boy said. His voice ozzed with respect.

"Toulve written nothing?" _ ) : .

"ell, I did decide to start my cwn fanzine when I get back home. I was gping to call At
THE BURST OF THE SUPER NOVAE." ' : :
Klyburn gulped visibly, and turned white. He undid two more shirt buttons, snd shook his
head. i

- WThat won't do,; kid," he gasped.. He said that twice, because the first time it was inco-
herent. ; ; =
"Look, Fletcher, that!s your neme, isn't it? Look, I've got a great nape for a fanzine,
and I've been keeping it for myself, but I'1l give it to you. Call your fanzine FLAUDIT."

Tre neofan looked at the BNF with big eyes. ] '

"plaudit," he whispered, snd a newly found realization came into his eyes. - '"PLAUDIT," he
repeated wore loudly. "That's awonderful name for a fanzine." '

tand it's yours, son," said Klyburn. A new light was in ais eyes too. '"Have you got a
duplicator?" ' :

"No sir, I haven't enough money. .1 think maybe I can get the use of one, but..."

"Do that," said Klyburn. "Tell me, how vould you like Terry Carr to write a ConReport for
you, and BJO ells illustrate it?! s -

The neofan clasmed and unclasped his hands as if they were daup with sweat.

"But that!s impossible," he said quietly. "lr. Carr is just about the biggest BNF here...
not so Big Nzme as you, sir, but Big just the same. He wouldn't write a Con Report for me."

"Maybe I could fix it," hinted Klyburn. "I think I could fix it alright if I wanted to.
You sce, you've got to use your initiative in fandom.” You've got to be prepared to take
chances. Tor instance, if you worked hard enough, and put enough into the hobby, vhy, 1 guess
you could be a BNF yourself in about a year." =

“Oh, that's impossible. Why, it took Busby....." ‘

"It can be done, Fletch, if you'd let me help you. Now then, for this first issue of
PLAUDIT, we'll get an Adkins cover, Carr and Bjo for the report, definately Lemen...I think he
could be persuaded to write six or sight pages, maybe his five hundredth article just for
PLAUDIT. .. .reviews by Pemberton...oh, he'll do it alright, trust me. aAnd I think we could

(page 11)
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Klyburn spent, on his own adwission, one hundred snd eighty dollars and fifty five cents on
stamps slone for his letters to the neofan. He- wrote almost every day, and some of his letters
were ten pages long. He described in great detail all the numerous facets of BiWFism...the selec—
tive.art of the shrewd faned...the tactful way to return an unwanted menuscript...how to adroitly
get round the PRINTED MATTER rates...potted histories and biographies of the current BNF's...in

. fact, in a few short months, Klyburn, simply by the written word, tried to convey to the neofan

ald the skills and techniques and lessons he had learned during nine years of active fanac. also,
with Klyburn at his behest (via the Post Ofilce) IFletcher Sneethorpe put out seven fapulous issues
0 PLAUDIT in ten months. Klyburn persuaded all the big nemes to write for the fanz1ne, and
Klyburn himself wrote all the material suprosedly created by Sneethorpe. IKdyburn, although not
in the top notch of fan writers, specialized in subtle fan fiction, and he worked harder than he

‘had ever worked before to write brilliantly. nhere normally he bashed out a story straight on to

the paper, he wrote and-rewrote the material published under the neo's name, rewrote it in one
case six times,; so that it represented t e maximum talent he had, a thing which he had never done

_ with his own material. The name 'Fletcher Sneethorpe' gained prominence in a few months, and

Klyburn, working behind the scene, was not slow to comment on other fanzines (a thing he normally

" rarely did) and vhilst expressing regard for the standard of the fenzines, hinted that with

Sneethorpe aitongst: the contributors, it would be one hundred percent. Tpe natural result vas that
masses of requests for miaterial’ flowed to the Council Bluffs address, and under Klyburn®s guiding
hand, Sneethorpe sent material here end there, material, of course,; written for him by Klyburn.
The lucky: fantds were carefully selected for reliagbility. so taat, as they published more or

less to schedule, Fletcher 3neethorpe was always topical.,

Sneethorpe, it must be admitted, was rather bewildered at all the help he was getting from
Klyburn. However, as wmore end more mail ard fanzines and requests for material began to arrive
+at his-house, he deluded himself with the thought that, although Klyburn was the guiding force,
he, <sreethorpe, must have something, some latent talent which, together with Klyburn'g help, was
turning him, at remarkable speed; into the biggest BNF that fandom had ever known. Secreuly,
without Klyburn's knowledge, he wrote a story by himself, "The Demon of Betelgeuse" he called
it, and it was meant to be sercon, and it abounded with space ships-and beautiful girls and
}031tron pistols and horrible green insects. He sent it to QYDHEN, and it was duly published.
I4i11is termed it thé greatest science fiction satire he hal éver read, and commented favourably
on the cunning way Sneethorpe-had used bad gramsar a1l ridiculous situations, to demonstrate so
cleverly what the average neofan wrote at his first attenpt. Sneethorpe; though slightly hurt
that 4illis had misunderstood his-intentions, realized that, yet again, it demonstrated that he

~undoubtediy ihiad talent.

4 month before the SAPSCon: at. Seattle, Klyburn fWew over to see Syeethorpe. He was amazed
at the change in the neofan since the day he had said'goodbye' to him several mcnths ago. He
Yooked very confident, and he spoke of BNF's as if he was on the same level with them. '"Had to
tell Bloch I thought he was good on TV," he told Klyburn, end."Tucker had better take my advice
" snd aiter the endiang of that &3 OUNDING serial before the fllm is made of it." ‘Klyburn, delighted
at the metamorphos1s, supplied the final polish., ‘He taught Sneethorpe the BNF walk....the cunning

* sugzestion of a swagger, the slight sneer always on tap for the exhuierant neofati...the slight

tilt of the nose if someone made &:rather feeble remark:. .the raise of the eyebrows and the con--
desceﬁdrng stare when asked for an autograph...the slight shake of the head vhen asked for mater-
43gl....all these things Klyburn taught his willing subject, =nd Klyburn returned home, satisfied
that although he had spent considerable time and money on the challenge, he had created a BiF in
less than a’year, and, he laughed to himself, it would make a great oneshot‘.oiandom vould have
to ucKnodledee that it beat the.Carl Brandon end Joan Carr hoaxes.

The One resret Klyburn had about the whole affair was that he didn't have ‘time to get
tnecthorpe in one of the apas. He:lmew he could have easily circumvented the long waiting lists,
but; he rebretLully concluded, he was indirectly pubblng seven of the sreatest fanzines ever
knovn, and it was just too much for hin to mould oneethorpe into an apa bastion at the same
time. It ould have been nice, though.... - :

Although ‘the convention -at Seattle was a SAPS effort, the.SArS organization had so increased
“in sta+ure durlnb ‘the precudlng few y@ars thet ﬁ?e conVé;t*on was the lecca of American Fandom...
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cspecially when word got round that the new sensation, Fletcher Sneethorpe, was to be guest of
honor.

The hall at Seattle wes always filled to capacity, and an awestruck crowd followed 3neethorpe
everywvhere. The concentrated training of klyburn hadn't been wasted. At the dinner on the third
day, he made a wonderful speech (vhich he had learned word by word, and which had been written
by Klyburn) and received a fantastic reception.

Undoubtedly the most brilliant part of Klyburn's ploy was his skill in making it seem that
Sneethorpe had a magnificent spontancous wit. S

Klyburn sidled up to a neofan, and offered to write him an article if the neofan would go
up to uneethorpe vhen he was surrounded by an adulating mob, and say exactly what Klyburn wanted
him to say. Then Klyburn briefed Sneethorpe, he told him that when such and such a remark was
passed, he was to say as directed. One superb example of this was when a young neofan went up
to Sneethorpe at lunch one day and said, pointing to a Tampa fan, "That fan has put out nine
issues of PROFAVITY in a year." another neofan, similarly primed by Klyburn added, "He works like
a beaver hunter," and quiclk as a flash Sneethorpe snapped, "Let's hope no one gets his pelts."
Three fans had hysterics at the brilliance of this repartee, and in fact, on more than one occa-
sion, with the same planning, Sneethorpe received an ovation for what the onlookers thougnt was
spontaniety. G $5

The 34PSCon, a great success so far-for both SAPS and 3peethorpe, had one day to go before
its conclusion. : - :
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On the evening of the last day at the Con, the BNF Panel was held. Tpe arbitrator, Larry
Stone, announced that the tean members were billed as Guy Terwilliger, Bob Bloch, Don Dyrward,
and Boyd Rgeburn. 4 ; }

"Unfortinately," he announced, "Bob Bloch has had to fly back to :Weyauwega for a conference,
but by a‘stroke of good fortune we happen to have the new sensation Fjetcher Sneethorpe with us,
and I'm sure if you gave him a big hend, he would condescend to come up on the stage and make
up the foursome." s Y

Sneethorpe stood up. He bowed to acknowledge the applause, and strode proudly to take his
place at the long tables AW ,

Stone sorted out some papers before him, and said: "The first question I have to put to the
panel is motioned by BNF Frank Klyburn, and it is this, 'Does the panel think that in fifty years
time there will be any fundamental change in the appearance and contents of fanzines?"'"-

Klybum was seen to sink back on his chair with a grin of triumph on his face.

Stone looked at the panel, and said: "Fans, such a question is definitely very -difficult to
answer on a spontaneous quiz like this. It needs a great deal of thought and imagination to
oring one‘s mind so meny years hence and yet still give a balanced perspective: ..It seems that
noae of the panel...oh, wait a minute, Fletch has his hand up. Would you like to answer the
question, Fletch?% - ; '

Sneethorpe spoke for twenty -minutes, and it spoke volumes for his retentive meimory, as Qy-
burn had only given him the notes the night Yefore. In fact, although this is incidental to the
story, Klyburn slso sent the telegram which took Bloch away. ; : ' s

"...end so," Sneethorpe concluded, “511“the things I've mentioned and gone into detail about
...third dimension illustrations...self-stamped pages for tearing out and commenting on:the fan-
zine and posting immediately...sub~back guarantee if not satisfied...individual personal signa=
tures at the conclusion of each item...egoboo graphs...current BNF ratings...all these things
will, I feel sure, be common features of fanzines in'fifty years from now. It is my eternal
regret that I did not have notice of the question. i'm sure my enswer would have been much iore
ALl sy o : . . - : { .

The barrage of applause was incredible. One had to admit that, on the face of .it, it was a
magnificent appraisal of the .possibi-lit»i-es of tventy first century fandom, end the fact that the
answer was, suprosedly, spontaneous, brought out the fact for all to see that here, at lasty was
a really exciting fannish mind, a BNF in every category, and a genius to boot...with, after all,
only oue year in fandom. Klyburn expressed those very sentiments to three rows of listeners on
either side of him. _ Ay 3

when the applause had.died down, Stene read out the next question. "Would each member of th
panel give his opinions of these famous fanzines of yore...00PSLA...SLANT...STAR #OCKETS and
QUAIIDRY . Guy, you cen talk to us atout:00PSLA fiTst, ofirglls ! _

Terwilliger, Lurward, and Rgeburn spoke for a few moments on their subjects, and Stone said:
"and now, waat could be more appropriate than this éfnsational fan, Fletcher Sneethorpe, giving
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us his considered opinion of that old ‘but equally sensational SLaNT."
Sneethorpe got to his feet amidst generous applause, and faced his audience.
He didn't speak. He turned white, and his eyes could be seen dérting furtively along the
rows of faces, as if searching.... :
"Um, Iletch, what do you think of SLANT?" urged Larry Stone.
He didn't answer. His perusal of the faces became more frenzied, and at last he spotted
. Klyburn, vhose face was red. Brussle, sitting next to Kjyburn, begen to grin.
. "Jeeze, and I've already made out the cheques," he said softly.
"Fletcher," said Stone quietly. '"Your many fans are waiting to hear you say what you..."
Sneethorpe winced. -
"I've never heard of SLANT," he confessed. :
The sharp intake of breath from the audience was loud and unbelieving.
"Of course, faqs,"_spluttered‘stone, "this boy has only been with us in fandom for a year,
and it's conceivable that he hasn't heard of SLANT...."
There was a murmur from the audience, but Stone grabbed the microphone end called out:
"Here is a really difficult question, and I'm sure Fletcher will make up for his lapse with
a typically brilliant answer. Fletch, it has been stated that there is a tendency to natter too

_conments.. Do you consider this to be a good or bad thing, is it detrimental to the policy, eand

"is there a possibility that such a scourge, if such it be, will spread to the general fanzines?"

N Sneethorpe stood up egain, and looked appealingly at Klyburn, who gsank further and further
down into his-seat. ' )

"what is en apa?" Sneethorpe asked Stone, with tears in his eyes,

Brussle let out a laugh that one or two members of the audience echoed.

"Who is Ron Bennett?" someone shouted. !

Stone turned to Fletch with a strange look in his eye. "Just who is Ron Bemnett?" he asked.

. Sneethorpe shook his head: "I've never heard of him," he confessed. . Traces of sweat could
be seen spreading under the armpits of his clean white shirt.

"o is Larry Shaw?' a fan shouted. , _ ; ; : :

"who is Archie lercer...vwho is.Dean Grennell...uho published QUIXOTIC,..what does TAFF stand
for..." individual members of the audience begen to shout similar questions, and Spneethorpe,
looking dornwards, shook his head, then begen to shake it more vigorously.

. "Hell, what are you trying to pull," frowned Brussle to Klyburn. "A joke is a joke, but what
the hell have you been doing with him the past year...he's never heard of TAFF or Bennett or SLANT

or..." he clicked his fingers meaningfully, "give...give...and think yourself lucky if I don't

_ exxose you, Turn out a BNF in a year, you said, a BNF it transpires, who doesn't know what an

apa zine is, andee.." : 3

"iatch," warned Klyburn. Tpe audience ceased shouting derisive remarks, and guieted down
as Speethorpe took a pace forward. :. 5

"T...eless" he stammered. . _ P& _ .

He looked apgpealingly at the audience, and was met with open sneers, end, in several cases,
fans waved their hands forward, intimating that he....

sneethorpe looked up to the ceiling...he cleached and unclenched his hands, end he walked
slowly across the stage, down the steps and on to the center aisle. His eyes looked straight to
the front...to the exit doors a couple hundred feet away. He ignored the sneers and the titters
 and the Temarks. His slow steady steps caused some factions of the audience to chant in time
with his stepsee.who is DAG...who pubs SLANT...go to hell...

. _.3till his eyes didn't waver from the tw doors.. .He pushed against them when he came to
. them, and they swung two or three times, as if adding their own parting jibe.

"Christ, let's go after him," swobe Brussle, end he znd Kiyburn ran up the aisle, through
the _swinging doors, along the corridor, through the gateway and into the fresh air.

They fought theiy way into the swelling crowd which began to gether on the other side of
the streeteeceve - ! :

-, John Berry
19589
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High CR{teria

by LESLIE GERBER

((You may remember Tyeodore Sturgeon's "Books--On Hand, Offhand" column in Venture. I was
very fond of the format, since it was very concise, clear and complete, wnile leaving plenty of
roon for good wisecracks. I will use lirs Sturgeon's format in this column from now on unless
you don't like it or he sues me.))

"Br-r-r|" edited by Groff Conklin, 192pp., Avon Books, 35¢

COLMENTS: With big print, the book beginning on page 11, end six or seven previously reprrnted

stories, this is no bargain. Hgywever, the stories, while not very chilling, are generally good,

and' BUY I7-——for "Legal Rights" by asimov =nd Pohl, which is not at all frightening but is
very funny. ‘

"The Rest lust Die" by Richard Foster, 176pp., Gold Medal, 35¢. .
COMIENTS: This is a fine example of how a publisher can ruin a good book. This would be an
above average after—the-bombing novel despite the happy ending if Gpld ledal didn't feel it
necessary to have at least one or two sex scenes in every book.
BUY IT---if you can blot the crude and out-of-place sex out of your mind.

"asp" by Eric Frank Russell, 170pp., Perma Books, 352.

COMENTS: Hard cover reviewers didn't seem to like this too much. I did.

BUY IT-~—for a rousing good time, similar to "The Space Willies." The best adventure took
of the month!

"Doomsday lorning' by C.L.Moore, 222pp., Avon Books, 35¢.

COMuENTS: This one has it all--rousing adventure, a fine background, vivid characters, and
all the other stock praises, plus a fascinating background of travel with an acting troupe.

BUY IT=---or borrow it, or steal it, but get it!

"Not In Solitude" by Kenneth F. Grants, 24Opp., Doubleday, .3.50.

COMiENTS: Another first voyage to Mars with intelligent Martians, but these at least seem
plausible. The characters are well drawn, the plot will do until someone thinks up a better one,
and the background is expertly authentic. But the book is unbearably padded, and at one point,
you' 11 go half mad to find out what is going on while the author refuses to tell you until he*
feels like it.

BUY IT--—for %5¢, but not for ;3.50.

"The Seedling Stars" by James Blish, 156pp., avon Books, 35¢.

COiIENTS: Four of Blish's pantropy yarns as a "novel". "Surface Tension" is the best of
the lot, but the others aren't bad.,

BJY IT—-if you like science-fiction.

"Off the Beaten Orbit" edited by Judith Merrill, 192pp., Pyramid Books, 35¢.

COMMENTS: This is a reprint of the paperback original "Galaxy of Ghouls". If you missed it
Phen;  py 10---for a weird time, but a £odd time.
"The People iigkers" by Damon Knight, 158pp., Zenith Books, 35¢.

COMMENTS: This is built around the story "A for enything" from F&SF, which I disliked as
much as any ‘story I°‘ve ever read.
BUY IT---if you have guts, and tell me vhat you think of it. I don't have the nerve to

read it.

"Plegue Ship" and "Voodoo Planet" by andrew Nofth, 178 + T8pp., Ace Baoks, 35¢.- x
COMIAITS: Two novels continuing the story of the Solar Queen are packaged back- to—back
"Plague Shlp" is much the better--'"Voodoo Planet" suffers from too many restrictions (tve've got
to write a story just so long about just these chiaracters in just this much time.t ). =

BUY IT---if you like andre Norton. :

"The T 1rd Level" by Jack Finney, 192pp., Dell, 35¢.

uOu“uuTS. Almost pure froth--good froth, but still froth.
RUY 12———1f you like froth. If you like the soda, think twice.

(P age 15 )
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CRYING OVER BENT STAPLES

By Rich Brown and Bob Lichtman
Part I - (by Rich Brown)

A whole slue of fmz came pouring through the slot this month; something :1ike, on
the average, one a day. Unfortunately, I haven't been able to write one letter a day,
so no doubt many editors will feel gratified :that they are not to receive any other com-
ment than noted here, on their zines. Seriously, I know g little two-inch note is small
reward for all the time and effort you have yg¢f¢d spent on your fanzines, and I'm sorry
that I couldn't write you all a letter, at least. But please keep sending me your fmz,
and maybe, in a few months, I'll be in a better position -- for now, in most cases, I'm
afraid this will have to suffice.

Well, into the reviews --

THE DIRECTORY OF 1958 SF FANDOM, Ron Bennett, 7 Southway, Arthurs Ave., Harrogate,
England, no price listed, llpp, mimeo.

This is distributed through OMPA and FAPA so the best bet, 1f you want this and
aren't a member of either, is to send $1 to Ron, let him deduct his price for th1§} and
use the rest- for a sub to PLOY. This is a listing of names & addresses of nearly -500
fen; interesting to potential faneds in need of a wailing list, fans wantlng ‘correspon-

dence, or just plain nosy fans who want #to' see 1f they're- llsted No rating.

FANZINE INDEX #h,:Bob Pavlat, 5001 43rd Ave., Hyattsville, Md. Schedule (2), 25¢, 28pp,
mimeo. =~

This, too, is distributed through OMPA and FAPA, and is, as it says, an index of
fanzines (up to 1952); all issues except #2 are available, the editor ‘says, at the above
price. < Of interest to completists in the fanzine field, or to anyone having a use for a
listing of fanzines. '- : : No rating.

TAPEBOOK, Bob Pavlat, address above, no schedule, no price listed, 20pp, mimeo.

You guessed it; distributed through OMPA and FAPA. This is, however, of interest to
more fen than just those who make tapes; besides the many uses to them (those who make
tapes, that is), there are several good (or maybe I mean "interesting") polls, most of
which I didn't agree-with. But interesting, 'and useful, nonetheless. NomraiFnoss

THE COLE FAX #2, Walt Cole, 307 Newkirk Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. Irreg., 15¢, mimeo, 15pp.

When I first got this, I prayed, "Please, no more WSFS stuff--" and my prayers were
answered. Shows whut being a FooFooist (unpd.advt.) can do for you. There isn't much
I can say about this zine; it's thin, but what little material it has is interesting--
in particular an index to Silverberg's staies up to '58, and also a fairly good, off-trail
story by him. Most of the other material is by the editor, and not really too bad. The
reproduction is quite good. The next issue should be better. ‘Rating:. 74

vl
DISJECTA MEMERA #1, Ted Pauls, 1448 Meridene Dr. ) Baltimore 12, Md., "frequent", letter-
of: comment, mimeo, l4pp.

Fandom has felt a crying need for a good letterzine for some time now; I tried, with
CALIFAN, but lacked the necessary regularity. This has come out with-a good start and if
it- gzets the support St deserves, I will commend it as a Good Thing. Right now, with the
exception of my arcument with Ted White, it lacks only controversy; the reproduction is 3
neat and easy to read, and the editor has already proven: hlmself to be a regular publisher.

((Lichtman ratéd this 'T' B Reting+ -5
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MAMMON #2, Jim Moran, 208 Sladen St., Dracut, Mass. Irreg.(?), free, ditto, 27pp.

The change in reproduction methods hasn't hampered the readability of this a bit.
Most of the good material this time is by Jim himself; the other stuff, in shades of good

and bad, are all over-shédowed by Jim's laughable and enjoyable plece, "The Gizeh Expedi-

tion: A Report to the Sladen Hill Institute for Historical Studies. My only real com-
plaint is that he, like so many others, reviews EQUATION and credits the damned thing tqg
my editing--all I did was publish 8 pages of it. The only editorship I hold on the thing
is purely honorary. Though I can see that maybe he couldn't read that part of it. Back
to MAMMON: material is needed, badly:. In spots, it seems to show it. But 'tis still an
enjoyable zine, if only for Jim's fine stuff. Rating: 5

((Lichtman rated this '3', liked Moran's material)).

PAUCITY #3 & #4, Lar Stone, 1514 10th Ave., New Westminster, B.C., Canada. Irregular, 15¢,
ditto, 4Opp.

Most of the material (over 20pp of it) is by Larry--and therefore quite good. Satire,
parody, various spoofs (correct me if I'm wrong, Mr. leman), reviews, and like that.
There's also a proposea plot for a stf movie, by Julian Reid, which isn't as funny as it
is intended to be--being too close to the truth. And the letter column makes up most of.
the rest. As long as larry can keep turning stuff like this out, PAUCITY will remain a
good zine--and I kind of hope it's for, like, a long time. Rating: 7

((Lichtman rated this '4'--"humor of the MAD variety, only better".))"

VAMPIRE #3, and last, Stony Barnes, Rt. 1, Box 1102, Grants Pass, Oregon. Probably unob-
tainable but 204, mimeo&ditto, 29pp.. :

This is the last VAMPIRE. It marks the complete gafiation of Stony Barnes. It has
been a year and some months since Stony came down to visit me and I got him into this
ApUPLY Wi¢## wonderful field of .fan-pubbing. Though I felt that he wasn't himself in his
writings and that he represented himself as something not as good  -as the real Stony
Barnes, I am sorry to see him go. But I won't try to get him to come back. I got him
hooked once, and if he can escape with a sane mind I congratulate him. Still, I hope he
doesn't make it. Anyway, to VAMPIRE: there are a lot of good, full-sized illustrations,
most of them by Dave Prosser, a very fine articlebby Joe Kennedy, a fairly good story by
William J. Smith, and one of my earlier pieces which is not particularly good. Also a
trader section, mostly of unwants of Stony's. Rajifne 1 a¥5

((Lichtman rated this '2'.))

GAMBIT 430, Ted White, 2708 N. Charles St., Baltimore, Md.,free, mimeo, 2lpp.

This is the last large-sized GAMBIT--heck, you didn't really think Ted White was a
publishing giant, did you? All kidding aside, this is the best GAMBIT I've seen to date
No silly pointless sentences or stupid, boring little vignettes in the editorial, a
quite. funny article by Ron Parker (who I have given up trying to get my $5 back from, un-
til I meet him some time), and even I, not the world's greatest jazz fan, found interest
in White's "The New Sounds." And pages and pages of good letters. If there's anything
I iike, it's fmz with pages.and pages of good letters. IReEheatiare 5 7/

((Lichtman rated.this '4')). -

VOID #1U4 & #15, Greg Benford and Ted White, 2708 N. Charles St., Baltimore, Md., Monthly,
25¢, mimeo, 20pp and 20pp. 2

14¢ the first of the monthly issues. It looks quite promising, and if not promising
to be a focal point, at least to be quite an interesting zine. I had hopes that this
would become, as stated;, a faaanish monthly, by the editorial, at least White's, takes for
the same old middle-ground.. Bah, say I. Still, the waterial is more of a faaanish side,
this issue, than not.

15: And this issue, more under the auspices of White than not, is much the same.

There's the beginning of a fine, fannish piece by the late Kent Moomaw, a nat-so-deserved

zlast at TWIG in The Wailin: Wall ty White, and a parody/satire/what-have-you of The



Canterbury Tales by Terry "Carl Brandon"
Carr, plus letters.

Both issues--rating: 7 . S
& - 4 5
((Lichtman also rated this '7')). ‘““F“

FLIP #1, Bill Rickhardt, c/o Ted White,
address above, irregular, free,
aimeo, 3pp.

There isn't much I can say for or
against this zine; Bill is certainly cap-
able of producing better reading than
this. Most of this is on the WSFS, and I
agree with about half of it. Still, it's
‘run off, and probably laid out by Ted
White. There's one thing about White's
zines. It doesn't really matter what . —

is in them; whether cool or crud, it N e o - =
docsn't really matter. You just N
sit and look at it, s nice & clear S e ——

& laid-out so refreshingly. It doesn't
really matter what's in them. MuGlep :
Rating: 3 ONF OVERToO .

WEITE BaS TAREr THIS

YANDRO #73, Bob & Juanita Coulson, 105 Stitt St., Wabash, Ind. Monthly, l5¢, mimeo,
2.Pp.

YANDRO has always been, in my opinion, Jjust "there." 1It's almost always average.
That is not derogatory--it's hard to produce even an irregular zine that hits the
"average" mark (and I ought to know, having published quite a few that haven't done so).
The editorials are usually good, though nothing extra-special; the fanzine reviews, as
always, remain among the best; and the letter column provides the solid meat of YANDRO.
This issue it's Dodd and Bisenieks that detract, to make this another average issue.

Rating: 5

((Lichtman also rates this 'S', but describes editorials and fanzine reviews as
superb.))

A BAS #11, Boyd Raeburn, 9 Glenvalley Dr., Toronto 15,Canada. Irregular, 25¢, 55pp,
mimeo.

It seems that I was wrong. This Raeburn fellow turns out a damnably fine 55 pages.
I've never said to the contrary, but I have hinted that it might not be every bit as
good as Raeburn might think, though now I find that it is, and even more so, which is
to say that it is, like, in a goshwow manner (mine, not Raeburn's), one hell of a fine
fan-mag. ((Kerouac rears his sad and Christ-like head. EB)) The best, by far, is the
12 pages in which Boyd makes you actually live the Solacon (by far the best report yet
seen). There's more; a lot more (Carr, Grennell, Willis, Kirs, Donaho, Leman, Needham,
Tucker, Warner, White--if you'll excuse this name-dropping-rather-than-reviewing.
There's also an editorial, the famed Derelicti Derogation, cartoons by Rotsler, and a
stenofax cover that is humorous to me even if I don't understand it. Rating: 10

((Lichtman also rated this '10')).

Well, you naughty 'people, there you have it. I call you naughty people, because I
liked almost everything I reviewed this time. What's the matter with fandom? Where has
gone the good old days when a fmz-reviewer didn't have to search and snip and bring in
personal prejudices to say something derogatory? Where is the crud that can be torn to
shreds? What's the matter with everybody, anyhow? Just to look at things, you'd think
the whole idea of fandom would be to publish good stuff. Well, here's one guy that's
here to tell you he's not! Bighod, if I don't get a crudzine by the next time around,
I'11 teke a hammer to old zotz, and run off five hundred copies of THE GALACTIC GAZETTE

~
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on half a can of ink, Jjust to show you what can be done, if the fan-pubber is serious
enough and constructive enough to give fandom what it needs now so desperately. I'll
gather hekto-stained neo's about me, and show you just how we did it back in the good
0l4 days when crud was crud and the sense of indecency still endured.

--Rich' Brown, 1959

PART II (by Bob Lichtman)

AMRA v.2no.l. G. H. Scithers, Box (82, Stanford, California. 20¢, irregular(?), 20pp.,
multilith.

A special-interest fanzine, being devoted to the topic of the famous Robert E.
Howard character, Conan the Cimmerian. Interesting, nonetheless. The articles (by such
as roul Anderson, Glenn Lord, and Liz Wilson) are all about various sections of the
Conan saga or on the life and works of Howard. The multilith reproduction, which is
crackling sharp and clear, does full Justlce to the fine artwork in the mag. 1

Rating:

SPHERE AT - Thorndyke ;P O, ‘Besee@iey - Atlanta, 1, (GEonglan 20¢, quarterly, llpp,
ol icatliaigang == !

Thpse who shudder at serious aanzines had best skip on to the next review, for
SPHERE is one of the critturs. Or stay, perhaps I can sway you into trying this. Yes,
it's serious, very, but .in an interesting pleasantly literate fashion. There's an article
by Brian Aldiss on how he comes across ideas for sf stories. Capable enough and recom-
mended to any would-be Vile Pros. Don Franson has a light sort of article (capricious,
I might say) on paper airplanes. The fiction piece for this issue is by Cam Williams
(who he, you ask? I dunno either. ) well-written, but the plot is sporting a looong white
beard. The rest of the issue is made up of some very outdated (at least a year old) fmz
reviews, and a one-page semi-editorial.

Not bad, material-wise, but I gripe at their printing on only one side of the paper.
They've virtually no show-through; and it's an inconvenience, this having to turn so
many pages. . PR LR e

STEFANTASY 42. “William M. Danner, R.D. 1, Kennerdell, Pennsylvania. "Price, fcur rubles,
except for your copy, which is free", irregular (?), 2ipp, printed. ; : g

'This is the-only printed fanzine that I know of.” I'd like to see more, but due to
the slowness of - handsetting type (yes, all 2L pages of -this fanzine are handset but with
remarkably few typos), I doubt if I will.

There's an article by Bob Leman, a book review cf a Russian sf book by Harry Warner,
Jr., and an amusing article by Danner hisself on "Hpw to Build a- -Hierodorous Machine"
complete with photographs. The always amusing ad parodies . (or satlres, pastlches, lampoons
or whathaveyou?) are present and worth a hearty guffaw or two.. ;

Printed on fine slick paper yet, in 1l2-point Kennerly typeface, Pl stEnZLaE e 2
good thing all around. . - Rating: 8

ORION 21. Ella Parker,.151 Canterbury Road, West Kllburn,'London Nw 5, England. '15¢,
irregular (?), 46 pp, mimeo. sy

Yes, O: is back again. Under a new editorship true, but,stlll the same good fanzine
it was back in the days when Faul- Enever was putting it out. As has come to be tradition,
all the interior and exterior ‘ill}ustrations are executed by ATom, which certalnly leaves
nothing to be desired in the art department.

Materialwise, too, .ORION is as good as ever. Berry contlnues his Sergeant' s Series
with SPEED COP (this has got to appear collected, sometime--how about it, John?), Penelope
Fandergaste rambles interestingly for five pages (could anyone enlighten me as to just
what American fanzine alternates between thirteen editors each 1ssue“) ((that's the
Cult)), and Enever is represented in two spots, with an editorial and ST O

There's a wealth of other material, by such as Bulmer, Pavlat, Mercer, Tubb W1ld
and fmz reviews by Wild to round out the issue. A letter section, which was the best part
of the O.'s of yore, is promised for next issue by Ella Farker. Rating: 7

--Bob Lichtman



SCIZNCS FICTION FOREVER! (PART III)

This month we present a story the like of which isn't at all unfamiliar to hordes of
science—fiction readers. But for those of you who have not had the pleasure of reading stf
before the alternate-worlds kick, here is an example of the Time Travel Tale. There used to be
thousands of these scattered through the Stfictional continuum, all with a unique problem of
its own, as only a TTT can have. But as a blurp writer might put it, "There's more than one way
to fit a rectangular peg into an oval hole!"

JOHN ROLF'S FANTABULOUS TIME TRAVELLING
DEVICE 2o F ISR

John Rolf twiddled the dial of the Time Machine. It was one of many dials, meters, needles
and so on because, of course, a Time lMachine has to be complex which is why it is called a Time
liachine in: tlis bit. Tpe Multi-phase InterChronetic Vibratory Unit is too much to type over and
over again, ,

~ So it was that when John Rolf twiddled the dial of the Multiphaseinterchroneticvibratoryunit,
he felt a vast surge of satisfaction mingled with anticipation, excitement, the thrill of
adventure and, mostly, irritation.

Because nothing happened. ;

He unvound his lanky frame from the seat and went to the door and closed it. This time,
now that the safety—circuit was completed, there was a sadden swoop of vertigo as the TH
sloughed back through a few hundred thousand years.

"Egads!" he thought. "This works!"

He excitedly went to the door, spun the wheel-lock and pushed it open. He jumped out.

"Eeeeeeyaahhhh!"

He jumped back in and heard the stone ax clang off the outside of the door as he spun it
closed. He nervously switched the dial to zero, which was home-time, on the Time Meter and
wiped his browe

As the T sloughed back to when he started, he grimly thought of the unfriendliness of
those brutes and how next time he'll be prepared. Dlust've landed in mid Pleistocene, he
thought. It was good luck to land near some of them else he could've been gutside end unprepared
when they first ran across him. He shuddered.

Once more he spun open the lock and this time stepped out into the familiasr basement lab.
s he got out, sometody opened the door at the top of the stairs and hollered, "Hey, what's
the comrotion down there?"

‘4ho the hell are you asking what's down here?" he yelled back. Feet clattered down the
stairs snd he saw him come into sight. Both men froze, slack-jawed.

"Hey, vho are you!?" he demanded.

"I'm John Rolf, of course," the double on the stairs said. "What kind of a crazy gag is
this?"

"haddaya mean 'crazy gag'?" he demanded as they approached each other. "I'm John Rolf.

I just got back from an experimental trip in my Time Machine."

The other Rolf grimaced end groaned aloud. "Oh, gawd, not that!"

“What d'you mean?" :

"] gave up on that thing long ago. It doesn't work....I mean....it didn't."

"The hell it didn't! I just got back from the Pleistocene!" He turned to the machine
and swung the door to. "Look!" A dent marred the silvery surface.

"Dyen vhere's mine?" demanded the new John Rolf.

. "oy the hell do I know?" He paused. "also, how do we figure out which of me...you..uh,
HS. 1S ats - Ul A reailes SINDyaatasrat L0
"I qunno. It's your fault. You ceme into my life....I mean, I was here." He gestured

(Page 20)
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NJOHN ROLF'S F.JT4BULOUS TIM? TRAVEL DiVICE!"_ (coatinued) _ _ I SRSl (PR

around him. "Now you come out of my old TM which didn't work except that....." He glanced
mutely at the ax dent in the door. e

"Say, how about a ride in that thing. after all, I invented it first, even if mine =
aidn't work," -~

"How could that be? I.....but never mind. That won't get us anywhere. Hop in." The new
John Rolf did and was followed by, logically enough, eh, John Rolf. 2%

"Let's go back to the Triassic period, ! sgid John Rolf. "It's about 100 mildion years back
but mainly the dinosaurs were smaller then in.the Jurassic," : it

"Okay with me," asgreed John Rolf. -

The years cloughed back around them as the TM sank down like a plummet through the ages as
if an elevator dropping down a million floors a minute. They couldn't know this however. They
only felt sicke

"Say " sgid Joant Rolf, as he spun the wheel again, “hadn't we better differentiate between
us so's to wake things easier for people vhen we get back?" He pushed open the door and
breathed cautiously at the oppressively humid air that oozed in: "Warm out," he commented.

- "Okay," said John Rolf "Let's call you John Rolf Two and I'll be the original."

"How come? Why can't I be....?" They got cautiously out of the TM. "Egods, it's fan-
tastic," said John Rolf (who started this whole mess) He looked around.

"and oozy," said John Rolf Two (whose Th didn't vork)s '"We're sinking." He pointed at
the TM. It was already tilting to port end they were up to their ankles.

"Let's get out of here, qulckl" snapped John Rolf One. They clambered sogglly into the
Tk, spun shut the door. '"Back to0.....well, we're going back anyway." He spun the dial to’
ZEro. i

Stomachs swayed as the TM soared sickeningly some millions of years to the future.
"Uargle," went John Rolf Two, "just let me off and you can go off to where you came from and
keep the whole time-travel racket for yourself."

"Fow can I go back to where I came from?" demanded John Rolf One, spinning open the door.
"This is where 1 came from!" :

They got out. "Thanks, but what are we going to dor> We're still both here and can't go
around calling each other One and Two all the..."

He stopved speaking as the implications of their dual existence hit him, but also, and
mostly, because John Rolf Ope was coming down the stairs without first having gone up the
strirs. He whirled and stared into the glottal cavity of John Rolf One.

"Good Lord!" gasped John Rolf Two.

“The new John Rolf halted in front of them. "Who're you?"

"I*m One," sighed John Rcld One.

"pre you one, too?" asked the new Rolf.

"Good heavens no!" exclaimed Two. "And I didn't know he was!"

"Knock it off!" snarled John Rolf One. "Now we're three! lhat the hell happened?"

"I'1]1 tell you gentlemen," said John Rolf Three. "I was afraid this might someday happen."

"Few'd you lmow?" the first two demanded.

"Before I ever put power into my wodel of this TH, I checked end rechecked all the math."
He paused. "ihat do you call your machine?"

"It is," answered John Rolf One proudly, "the NMulti-phase interchronetic-vibratory Unit!"

“she, so I suspected!" he smirked. 'You didn't check your math! I did. And when I found
that my machine was a Multi-phase Interstitially inter-chronetic Vibratory Unit, why I naturally
never put the juice to hesr!" :

"Good Gawd," gasped John Rolf One, "you mean all this time my Myltiphaseinterchonetic-
vibratory unit has in reality been a Multlphaselnterstltlallvlnterchronetlcv1bratoryun1t°"

lers 1 .

"iigod!" gasped John Rolf Two in horror. "What does it mean?"

"Yeh," demanded John Rolf One. '"What does it mean?"




MJOHN ROLE' 3 F.NT4BULOUS TINS TRAVELLING DEVICE _((concluded)) _ (Page 22)

"It means that your machine not only jumped immense periods of time, but dimensional
barriers as well! BEach time, you jumped into an alternate possible world as well as different
ages of it," - )

"i4haaaaa, so that's how come there are so many of us. Uh, me. You. Us," said John Rolf
Two. - - - i : ' R

" M350 now all we need do is all pile into my...unit...and skip from dimension to dimension
till we'ye all home. Right? smiled John Rolf One. ;

John Rolf Tpree smiled. '"No."

"'\fha_a@aa”' "

"You see, the multlphaselnterstltlallylnterchronetlcv1bratoryun1t is 1ncapable of assuming
its original jump-off point in time-dimensional-space."

"yell, that's confusing, but go ahead," encouraged Two.

"You mean that every time we go sorzwhere in this thing, there's going to be one more of
eeeso faltered One. :

"Yes," confirmed Three grimly. "Chances are so, anyway."

"So we're stuck here!" gasped Two.

T hattll we do!?" groaned One. "We three can't go gallivanting around'"

"Can you sing?" asked Three. :

"y, yes," answered One, ''but. 2

"Good Gawd," snorted Two, "in a S1tuat10n like this he asks stupld ques—— 5

"Can you §l§g'9" thundered Three. : -

"Yes, quite well, but...."

"Then we're all set," sighed Three, revieved.

'"Hoy come?"

"I know a good agent!"

30— : :
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"Toskcy says the Gestetner's counter will turn over the 100,000 mark today:®

((A Truc Lifec Up-to-date May 3rd, 1959, Caption))
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LIS CRRERaL e I s What T Weladin 5t e Biel -
—— by Bruce Pelz

In every lettercol I'm lurkin'; 'cause they'll let most any jerk in,

In the land of the Elinor B, -
When the zine is free for writin', and the letterhacks keep fightin',

Oh, a CRYhack is what I want to be !

With the BNFs and neos aligned in pairs and trios

In a mutual egoboo club,

I'11 write in every issue (if you don't, they seldom miss you,
'Cause there's so many others to pub !)

I will argufy all day, though I've not too much to say,
In the middle of each fray, I will be,

Spite of pitfalls on the way, I am hoping I can stay
By avoiding all compla-cency.

To each Berryarn and Mhinute, I pipe but as the linnet
Sings, and comment on CRY, A to Zj
For I think CRY's getting better, every time they print my letter - - —

5 tt
Yes, a CRYhack is what I want to be ! ((EQ Notes this is a Lehrody, OK°))

i h e B E R BTSN N DO GRS o et (1nd1v1dual contrlbutlons,

~as of April 20, 1959) {listed in roughly alphabetical order) :

Poul & Karen Anderson Ben Jason Boyd Raeburn

Ron Bennett Bob Leman Steve & Virginia Sohulthels

Dainis Bisenieks Bob Madle : Roger Sims (St a5 ar
Robert Bloch Dean McLaughlin Gerald Steward

' F I & Blinor Busby Bill Meyers Burnett Toskey ol 8 dona“on;? e
Terry & Miri Carr Bllis Mills John Trimble Ik Slfrngraff ¥
Dick lillington Gene Pallat Harry Warner, Jr S aan)

Niek & Noreen Falasca Bob Pavlat Tally Veber

Donald Franson Bruce Pelz Andy & Jean Young

Since we have less. than 2 months to put the Fund.over the top as far as the
T*I*C*¥K*¥I*T#S are concerned, we hope to sce this Checklist lengthened fast and far,
But the main rcason for printing the List is this: as you know, Bill Rickhardt was
the original Fund Treasurcr before the job was talken over by Nick Falasca because
of Bill's shuttling back and forth betwcen Detroit, Cleveland, New York, and Balti-
more like unto spinning himself a web or something, A lot of Bill's mail may be
still chasing him. So: if any of you sent your donations to Rickhardt, long encugh

- ago that you should appear on the above list, and do not appear there, please send
Tan alr—postcard after Rickhardt, to the same address you sent the donation., Mark it

"Please forward if necessary', and request on it that any letter from you to Rici:—
hardt, that may be around the premises, bc forwarded to Nick Falasca, 5612 Varwicl:

Drive, Parma 29, Ohio. And perhaps advise Nick directly as to amount and appro:
date you sent it, so he can check from his cnd. Just a CRY Public Service, folks.
100 (o Py 1 VI Ol s TR T SRR T BN . (s O 3 U098, @ - T8 - Ll salf ol ©

You're all familiar with Poul as a prolific and extremely versatile writcr.
Having had Poul and Karen here for a couple of fine Faanish evenings last summer,.
Olinor and I can also rccommend him highly on an in-person basis-— a Good ilan fox
faanish bullscssions, with a finc humorous touch and a firm hand at the bheer-stcin.
Any of you who have scen Con-pix know what a doll Xarcn is--— but attend the Detcution
arnd meet her in full lifelike 3-D Personal Presence—- she's a dynamo, no less.

Just two more good rcasons for joining the Detcntion, likec on page 9. —— ITBa
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-~ by Len lioffatt -

Mark Hornsby Permount V discovered science fiction at the =ge of twelve. He had only re-
cently discovered other things in life, but having only a small weekly allowance from his impov-— -
erished parents, he decided it was cheaper to buy mags such as Sexual Science Fiction Stories =
than to spend the money on the girl next door, who was two years his senior; but who had occe-
sionally expressed an interest in his companionsnip.

For a short while, he was actually head over heels in lcve with this girl -- until the day
she made friends with the new boy in the neighvorhcod. The new boy was sixteen years old, built
like a man full grown, and made 95 dollars a week as a maintenance man for the FREEZIAC at the
local super market. Always afterward, lark regretted the money he had speat on this ungrateful
female. .

lark's life always seemed to be full of regrets. His parents were onl; relatively poor, to
be sure; they had rich relatives who loc zed down upon them., He envied the large allowances
alloted by various uncles and aunts to his snobbich cousins, end rarely did they spend a cent on
him.

But in the meantime Mark had discovered a great niegazine, SSFS, and with its help was able :
to live in 'a dream world of half-clad heroines and mad, drooling monsters. nctually Mark re-
sembled the mad, drooling monsters more than he did the heroes of these epics, but naturally he
did not think of himself in this light. He was the constant would-be hero, the Walter Mitty
with growing pains.

Thru the lettercol in SSFS lark discovered fandom, end plunged into it with all of the energy
and lack of experience he possessed. Still. as it turned out, ne was not a typical neofan. For
five years he read and wrote to fanzines, submitied stories, po.ms, articles, art, etc., used
the high scnool mimeo to turn out his own besmudged, unreadabls fanzine -- but nothing ceme of
it. Rarely was one of his letters published, and never did eny fanzine editor (other than him-
self) make use of his writings. By this time he had expected to be a Big Name Fan, but he was
more of a major nobody.

He knew that his parents, his parents' rich relatives, his schoolmates, and practically
everybody else, did not understand him. Fe had expected his fellow fen fo appreciate and under-
stand him, end it was becoming more end more apparent that fans too thought he was a bit of a
nothing. He wasn't even noticed enough to be cazlled 2 fugghead.

"The trouble is,™ he would tell himself, in the lenely silence of his attic room, WIS sdontit
have enough money. NMost fans complain about being poor but nobody is as poor as I am. New that
I'm out of high school I can't use the mimeo to publish a fenzine anymore. And I'm having
trouble getting a job, so where can I find the money to buy my own mimeo? Ify-: tried selling to
the promags, but they too have refjected me. I'm glad I used a pseudo and never told anybody.

I'm glad I was farnish enough not to want to be labeled a filthy oro, tecause now nobody lnows

of my failure in prodom. But I will —- I must —- succzed in feandom. I was born to be a fan, a
great fan, and my day will come! Fandom is a way of life! 4ll I need is the money. Gee, I was
sure I could make money selling my fanzine since it cost me almost nothing to produce. The risks
I took...stealing paper and ink end stamps...using the school mimeo on the sly...and I only
charged 502 a copy. But only two guys sent in money and they were notodics. And after running
off all those copies...I had to send them out. I was so sure that by the third issue I would
have a good backing of subs end material. Not that I needed material as I em perfectly capable
of writing whole issues myself. " That's a proven fact because I did it for every issue I pro-
duced. But nobody wrote in and said how fine it all was. Just a few carping letters end bare
mentions in & couple of fanzine review cols. Just because the repro was a little messy they
refused to read it! DMaybe I shouldh't have rejected those articles by Warner and that Berry
story. Maybe I should have kept the~Atom :illos that came with the Berry piece but I didn't g
think that ould be fair, and it did hurt me to have to turn those poor guys down. But an editor
has to have some rights, and it isn't every editor who knows when to reject material even if it
is by Big Names. Besides if I used their stuff the readers might have paid less attention to my
stuff, and I was trying to build my cwn name and fame in fendom. Just like any other fan. What
I need is the noney to spend on the best equipment, to produce a super farzine so that fandom
would get my Lessage. Why I could even..."

This soliloquy went on for some time, but the gist of it was thal ligrk, given riches,
could become the Leader of All Fandom.,

(page 24)



Unfortunately, he was given riches. an almost forgotten uncle (so help me!) arrived on the
scene in a surprise visit. -He was about ninety years 0ld and on his.last legs. He was as rich
or richer than the other Permount relatives, and vhen he discovered that Mark was a sci~fi fan,
he took the lad to his boney bosom. It seems that 0ld Uncle Hornsby had been a reader of sci-fi
most of his life. UHe never became involved in fandom but used to write long letters about 'psi to
John Cempbell, two of which were published. Old Hormy had made his fortune in the menufacture
of electronically operated Ouija Boards, end knowing that he was not long for this world, he made
out his will completely in lark's favor. e : e

There was some talk in, the town vhen Old Horny accidently fell_out’of the attic bédroom-_
window, but it never amounted to much, as everyone knew how devoted Mark was to his recently
discovered uncle. For instance the old man had given lark a brand. new ten dollar bill to spend
as he pleased. The young man had gone dovntown and after buying his usual two copies of SSFS,
he spent the rest of the money on zilch mags for his kind old uncle. Some of you'may remember
what the zilch mags were like back in the Sixties, end of course Hark was aware that his uncle
suftered from high blood pressure. But youth, in its earnest endeavor to succor the oid, is
sometimes unthinking, and the subsequent heart attack might have happened anyway. Jhether or not
it was snother heart attack that propelied the old man thru the second story window no one really
knows, of course, but certainly the loudest and weepiest mourner at the funeral was lark Hornsby
Permount V.

It was time for Hark to have znother heart to heart talk with himself. (He firmly believed
that he possessed two hearts like Jommy Cross in SLAN) "Well, I'm rich," he said, and then he
said it aloud several times, smacking his lips. "Rich, rich, rich! Now I can do all the things
I have al-ays wanted to do. Now'I can be the saviour of fandom and show them all my true worth.
First of all, fhere is FANAC. I'll give them the help they so obviously need."

FallAC was still going strong in those days, coming out every other week, sometimes every
week when the news warranted it, but they kept their circulation down to 100-150. lark felt.
that given efough money théy could come out weekly without fail znd could increase their circu-
lation to 1000 or more. He knew that they complained more about a lack of time rather than a
lack of manéy, but he would take care of that too. '

He sent 01d Dad Squirrel and Papa Carr a check for 10,000 dollars. They were to quit their
jobs and put FANAC into a full time operation. He would ay them 25,000 a year just to publish
the newsmag. All he required of them was that they give him credit as "angel" in the masthead,
and increase the circulation to at least 1000. He suggested that they get:-in touch with the
editors of OF Times for a proper mailing list. SF Times was no longer being published of course,
but surely the old mailing list would still be in their files....

Jdaturally the FANAC team felt a’little btowled over. They had heard vaguely of Mark Hyrmsby
Permount V, but until the arrival of his letter and check (which was marked as a dcwn payuent on
the offer), he had not stirred their fine fannish minds to the degree of comuenting on him or his
previous fonnish efforts. ~They did not know quite what to do. Finally, after much discussion
and two long.distance phone calls (collect to Mark who lived in a small eastern town), they
decided to poll fandom, or at least their 100 readers. This decision irritated Mark but he
controlled his snger =nd waited impatiently for the announcement of the results. &ost of the
fans thought. that Carr end Fllik should accept the offer, but meny of them qualified their: en-
swers, suggesting that the two famous editors work out a self-protecting clause in the contract.

Using part of the ten thousand, they flew Speer into Berkeley and-had him draw up the papers
The deal would start out on en experimental basis. If all parties were satisfied at the end of
the first six months, the deal 1ould continue for the next six months, and so on. 3But if.at the
end of any one of the six-month periods any of the parties wished to withdraw he could legally
do so. By phone lLiark had suggested that the three of ‘them form a co